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To the Memory of .n1y Noble Friend, 
- + Mr. VValkr. = 

OT Sleep, beneath the Shadein Flow'ry Fields, 

Toth' weary Traveller-miore Pleafure:yeilds ;- 
Nor, to'affwage his Thirſt, the living Spring; | 
Ith* heat of Summer, more delight-does-briag ;- 
Than unto me thy well Tui'd:Nupbere doy-. 
In which thou doſt both pleaſe and prot too:- 
Born in a Clime where Storms and Tempeſts:grow 3: 
Far from the Place where Helicm-does [flow :. 
The Myſes travel d far to bleſs thy Sight, 
' And taught thee how to'Fbizk , and; how to Write; 

| Ti*Aſcrean $hepherd:tells us he-mdeed” *Hebad.... 
Had ſeen them dancing, while his Flocks did feed... 
Not Petrarch's Laura, nor bright Stella's Fame, 


Shall Jopger live than. Sachariſſa's Name... 


(2) 

Thou do'ſt not write like thoſe, who brand the Times, 
An themſelves moſt, with ſharp Satyrick, Rhimes : 
Nor does thy Muſe, with ſmitty Verſes, rear 
The modeſt Virgin's chaſt and tender Ear. 
Free from their Faults, what'e're.chy Muſe indites, 
Not Owid, nor. Tibullus (offer wriges.. | 
The choice of tuneful Words r'expreſs our Though t. R 

By thy Example we have firſt been taught. . - 

* c:»y Our Engliſh *.Virgil, and: our P;uday too, ..., 1 not | 
In this ('ris ſaid ) ſome negligence did ſhew,, . 
Ile add but this, Jeſt while I think to raiſe, , ,, _. 
Thy worth, Ekindly:injlfe thee with Prailez ,....._ . -. 

Thy Verſes'have a Genivs, and mult ., 4" 
Live until all _ —_ mah... ” Woe He 


7 _ "Sir Jeitk nu Bae. 
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Poems, & 
Upon my Noble Friend, Mr. Waller. 


T I can add but little to his Name, 
Whoſe Muſe hath giv'n him ſuch immortal Fame; 
Yet, inthe Crowd of thoſe who dreſs his Hearſe, 


T come to pay: the [Fribnte of a Verſe. 

Athens and Rome, when Learning flouriſh'd moſt, 
Could never ſuch a Finiſh'd Poet boaſt : 
Whoſe matchleſs ſoftneſs in the Exghſb Tongue 
Out-does what Horace, or Anacreon Sung. 


Judgment does ſome to Reputation raiſe ; 


And for Invention others wear the Baies : 


He poſleſt both, with ſuch a Talent till, 
As ſhew'd not only force of Wit, but Skill. 
' ap So 


(23 
So. faultleſs was his Muſe, tis hard to know- 
If he did more to Art, or Nature owe. 
Read where you will, hes Muſick all along, 
And his Senſe eaſie, as his Thought is ſtrong. 
Some ſtriving to. be. Clear, fall Flat and { ow; 
And when they think to mount, obſcure they grow... 
He.is not darker. for his lofty Flight ; 
Nor does his Eaſineſs depreſs his Height ;:. 
But ſtil: perſpicuous, whereſoere. he fly, 
And, like the Sun,. is brighteſt, when he's high... 
Ladies admire, and taſte his gentle Vein, 
Which does the greateſt Stateſmen entertain. 
His Verſes doall ſorts of Readers warm; 
Philoſophers inſtru, and Women charms. 
Nor did he all Men in his. Verſe out-do,.. 


But gave the Law-in Converſation too :- 


He tun'd the Company where ere he came, 


Still leaving with them ſomething of. his Flame. 
He 


(3) 
He ſeem'd by Nature made for every thing, 
And could harangue,, and talk, as well as fing ; 
Perſuade in Council, and Aſſemblies lead ; 
Now make'them bold, and then-as much afraid : 
'Give them his Paſſions, make them of his Mind; 
And their Opinion change, as he inclin'd, 
The Engliſh he hath to Perfeftion brought 3 
And we to ſpeak are by his Meaſures taught. 
Thoſe very Words, which are in Faſhion now, 
He brought in Credit half an Age ago, 
Thus Petrarch mended'the Italian Tongue: 
And now they ſpeak the Language which he ſung, 
They both like Honour to their Countries do; 
Their Saints they both inimitably woe. 
They both alike Etetniry do give 
And Sachariſſa ſhall with Laura live. 

Siv Tao, Hiceoxs. 


Az © On 


(+) 


On Mr. Waller. 
' Aller is dead; and lofty Number's loſt. 
Now Engliſh Verſe (with nothing left to boaſt) » 
May hobble on, and vex good Pindar's Ghoſt. 
What was it Three and Ezgbty Years to live ? 
Short is this Boon to what the Muſes give : 
- They ſolalurd his Immortality, 
That ſcarce he knew;: inany kind, to-dye. * | 
1wo Ages he the Sacred-Garland bore; - 
Peerlefyniths; and Prince of (chit; ' before. 
Rare Genixs; his ; alike:their Glory: made, 
In glittering Courts, .and in the Country Shade. 


TH. 


There, by four Kings beloid; how: high he ſhone ! rol 


Inſeparable Jewel of-'the Crown ; NT, 
Yet thenceno b Xacrow 'd Heat, or Luſtre got, 


GODI 


Warm of himſelf; and Sun he wanted not. 
Z * Mm And 


(5) 

And if the Diamond ſtood hard Fortunes ſhock, 

Thanks to his old Hereditary Rock. 

For all the Court, for all the Muſes Snares; 

Our Journals alſo tell his publick Cares. 

From Fames to James, they count him ore and ore, 

In four Succeſſive Reigns, a Senator. 

On him, amidſt the legiſlative Throng, 

Their Eyes, and Ears, and every Heart they hung. 

Within thoſe Walls it we Apollo knew, 

Leſs could he warm, nor throw a Shafc ſo true. 

What Life, what Lightning blanch'd around the Chair? 

C It was no Houſe, if Walter was not there: ) 

And that Reſpect till to his Speech; or Nods, 

As he had come from Councils of the Gods. 

How would'he tune their contradiQting Notes ? 

With ready Wt facilitate the Votes? -. 

As ia his Verſe, ſo evry where:difplay 

An Air of ſomething Great,” an ſomething Gay? 1112 
And. 


" 19) 

And, like Amphion, when he form'd a Town, 

Put Life in ev'ry Stock, and ev'ry Stone? 

Oh! had helivd one Meeting more to Sit, 

How would the Temes his generaus Mind have: hie? 

What he ſo long conteſted for, in vain, 

Ser looſe from all Eccleſiaſtick Chain, 

VVith Tranſport he would. find Religion, free, 
And now no longer a Monopoly, 

Watch Home, and Harbour ; - nay, font up the Sea: - 
But whe-ſhall ere with Heav'n our Traffick, ftay.? 
Or there ere a Block:bouſe inthe way? 

Onr ſtubborn Body is not us'd ſo ill; | | 
'Tt muſt no Rack, ( that foreign Engine) feel; 
And yet they bring poor Conſcience to the Wheel. 

Error they ſcourge ; ſo Children whip their Top ; 
The certain, only, means to keep it up, 

Thus would he play, and many a pointed Jeſt 

Still fling againſt the perſecuting Beaſt. 
| Eafie 


(7) 
Paſie ta run in endleſs Hiſtories; 

Tracing a Lite of 'one who'never dyes. 

How he the Orbs of : Courts and Councils mov'd :: 
But, Muſes, how he Sung,; and how he Low d. 
V'Vhat Spirit fills his Verſe, your Care defrnes; 
Amonegſt the Stars how Sachariſſa ſhines : 

How till her Alcars fame with Sacrifice; . 

V'Vhen gone are all the Goddeſſes of Greece. - 
Languageand V Vit he raigd to ſuch an height, 


VVe ſhould ſulpe&,. with him,. the. Empire's Fate, 


Did not Auſpicious James fupport the Weight. 
This Northern-Speech refin'd to that- degree, 
Soft France we ſcorn, nor envy Italy : 

But for a fit Compariſon muſt ſeek 

In Virgil's Latin, or in Homer's Greek. 


Anger is mad ; and Choler, mere Diſcaſe : 


; 


His Muſe ſought what was ſweer, & what would oleaſe? e * 


Seill 


(3) 
Still led where Natures-beauteous Rays entice 3 
Not touching vile Deformities, or Vice. 
Here no Chimera skips, no Goblin frights ; 
No Satyr's here, nor Monſter elſe, that bites, 
Sweetnels his very Vinegar allaid; 
And all his Swakes in Ladies Boſom playd. 
Nature rejoic'd beneath his charming power; 
His lucky hand made every thivg a Flower. 
So every Shrub to Jeſſamin improves 3 
And rudeſt Holts, to goodly Myrtle Groves. 
Some, from a Sprig he careleſly had thrown, 
Have furniſh'd a whole Garden of their own. 
Some, by a Spark that from his Chariot came, 
Take Fire, and blaze, and raiſe a deathleſs Name. 
Others a luckle(s Imitation try ; 
And, whilſt they ſoar, and whilſt they venture on 
Flutter and flounce, but have not Wing to fly. 


Some 


(8) 
Some, in looſe Words their empty Fancies bind, 
Which whirl about, with Chaff, before the Wind. 
Here, brave Conceits in the Expreſſion fail: 
There, big the Words, but with no- Senſe at all. 
Still Paler's Senſemight Waller's Language truſt ; 
Both poisd, and always bold, and always uſt. | | 
None ere may reach that ſtrange Felicity, 
Where Thoughts are caſte, Verſe ſo ſweet, and _ 


Yet not deſcend one Step from Majeſty. 
T. Rrwex. 


B i. - Monſieur 


6 >) 


Monlteur. St. Euremon. 1684. 
WW Aller, quine ſent rien des Manx de la wieilleſſe. 
Dont It wiwacitt fait honte aux jennes Gens ; 
Sattache 4 la Beaute pour wivre plus long temps, 
Et ce qu'on nomeroit 'dans_un autre foibleſſe, 


Eft en ce rare Eſprit une ſave tendreſſe, 
Qui le fait reſiſter a. injure des Ans, 


In Engliſh, by T.R. 


Ain Gallants, look on Waller, and deſpair : 
He, only he, may boaſt the Grand Receit ; 
Ot Fourſcore Years he never feels the weight: 
Still in his Element, when with the Fair ; 
There gay, and freſh, drinks4n the roſte ir : 
There happy, he enjoys his leiſure hours ; 
Nor thinks of Winter, whilſt amidſt the Flowers. 


Upon 
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C11) 
Upon the Immitable Mr. VValler. 
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"FT HE Witty, and the Brave, ſurvive the Tomb; 
Poets, and Heroes, Death it ſelf o'recome: 

By what they write, or a&, Immortal made, 

They only change their World, but are not Dead. 


Waller can never dye, of Life ſecure 
As long as Fame, or aged Time, endure. 
A Tree of Life is Sacred Poetry 3 


| Whoe're has leave to taſt, can never dye. 


Many Pretenders to the Fruit there be, 

Who, againſt Nature's Will Jo pluek the Tree ; 

They nibble, and are Damn'd: But only thoſe 

Havel ite, who are by partial Nature choſe. 

VV aller was Nature's Darling, free to taſt 

Of all her Store ; The Maſter of the Feaſt : | 
B 2 Not 


Ja C £3 d) 
Not like old Aeon, dh: in his Choice; 

Bur [ ord of al I the Facioas Paradiſe. 
Myſteriouſly the Bounteous Gods were kind;. 
Ah ths Pdvour Chnttadidtions joyn'd. i '* * ' 
Honeſt and Juſt; vet Conrted by the Greats' 

f A Poer, yet a Ptentiful Eſtate :- ary 

| Witty, ye&Wiſe ;/ Unbivi'd; andyet Prais'd 3; 
And ſhew'd the Age could be with Merit pleas'd. 


Malice and Spite, tb Virtue certain Foes; 


Were dumb to him, fer duirſt his Fame vppoſe;; 
Thoſe cruel V Volves he tam'd, their Rage diſarm'd, 
And, with his timefal'Ssng, ike Orphersicharm'd.c - 
To Love, or By foneſs, both he was.enclin'd; Ly 
Could counſel Senates; or make Virgins king; 


The FaCtious, with peiſuaſive Rhetorick, move, 
Or teach diſdainfut' Fair ones how to love ; 

The ſtubborn'of each Sex, to Reaſon bring : 

Like Cato h&.could Speak, like Ovid Sing. 


((; 131) 

Our Britiſh Kings are raig'd above the Hearſe, 
Immortal made,' i in his KODHT Verſe t ) 

No more are Mars and Jove Poetick Theams, 

But the two-peacefid Ghgrleſos, (and Great: Lover. 
7uliaz and Delia; do homoredeliglht}o 515” 

But Sachariſſz now 1 only bright. ' 

Nor can the Paphian:Gaddels fonger. move!s [.;/ 
But Gloriana is the Queen of Love. 

The Father of {o mariy Gods.is he; 

He muſt himſelf be fire ſome. Neigye: 2 514 75 
Minerva and Apollo ſhall ſubmit, ' Ant 
And YValler be the only God of VVir....”: .. 

This equa]/Rilſe'be to his Merit given,,”, . . 

On Earth the King,. the;God ot Verſe in Manns, 


Fans [ot 141: 453 Gronee )" PRAIEYY] 


if 


On: 


(14) 
On the Death of Mr. VValler. 


HY had thy Body laſted, as thy Name, 
Secure of Life, as now thou art of Fame; 
Thou had ſt more Ages than old Neſtor ſeen: 
Nor had thy Phebos more immorrcal'becn« 


To thee alone we are beholden more 

| Than all the Poets of the Times before. 

Thy Muſe, inſpir'd with a Genteeler Rage, 

Did firſt refine the Genius of our Age. 

In thee a clear and female Softneſs ſhin'd, 

VVith Maſculine Vigour, Force, and Judgment joyn'd. 
You, in-{ofr Strains, for Courts and Ladies, ſung, 

So natural your Thought, ſo ſweet your Song, 

The gentle Sex did {till partake your Flame, 


And all the Coyneſs of your Miſtreſs blame ; 
Still 


(15) 
Still mov'd with you, did-the ſ:me Pafions fiad, 
And vow d that. SacÞarifſa was unkind! -: 

Oh! may the VVorld ne're loſe ſo brave a Flame ; 
May one ſucceed in Genzes, and in Fame. 
May, from thy Urn, ſome Phenix, VV aller, riſe, 
VVhom the admiring VVorld, like thee, may prize 3 
May he, in thy immortal Numbers, ſing, 

And paint the Glorics of our marchlels King : 
On! may his Verſe of mighty VV aller taſte, 
And mend the coming Age, as youthe laſt. 

VVithin that Sacred Pile where Kings do come, 
Both to receive their Crowns, and find a Tomb, 
There is a lonely Ifle; which holy Place 
The laſting Monuments of Poets grace. 

Thither, amongſt th'inſpired Train, convey, 
And, in their Company, his Aſhes lay: 
Ler him with Spencer and great Copley be, . 


He, who is much the greateſt. of the Three. 


(6 ) 
Ths there/ſo many Crowns and Mitres Tye, 
( For Kings, and'Sauits; as well ks we, njuft dye ) - - 
Thoſe. venerable'VValls were never bleſt, 

Since their Foundation, with a nobler Gueſt. 


T x _ p 
' F 
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VVith them, great Soul, thou ſhale Immortal live, 
And, in thy deathleſs Numbers Fate ſurvive : 
Freſh, as thy Sachariſſa's Beauty, till 

Thy Bays ſhall grow,- which Time.can.never kill 
Far as our conqu'ring Britiſh Lyon roars, 

Far asthe Poles, or the. remoteſt Shores, 

Where're is known or heard.the Exzli/h Name, 
The diſtant World hall bear of YYValler's Fame. 
Thou only ſhalt with Natures {elf expire, 

And all the World, in the ſupreameſt Fire ; 
When Horace and: ftam'd Virgil dye, when all 
That's Great, or Noble, ſhall together fall, 


BEviiz Higgons, 


{ 7) 
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On the Death of E. Waller, Ed's 


HF: to thy Sacred Memory, ſhall ] bring 
( Worthy thy Fame ) a grateful Offering ? 
I, who by Toils of Sickneſs, am becoine. 

Almoſt as near as thou art to.a Tomb? 


While every ſoft, and every: tender Scrain : 
Is rufil'd, and. ill-natur 'dgrowa with Pain. 
But, at thy Name, my languiſhe Muſe revives, 
And a new Spark, inthe dull 4ſbes ſtrives. 

I hear chy, euncful Verſe, thy Song Divine 3 
And am Inſpird by every charming Line. 
Bur, Oh! 
What [aſpiration, At the ſecond hand, 


—— 


Can an Immortal Elegie Command ? 
Lioleſs, like Pious Offerings, mine ſhould be 


Made Sacred, being Conſecrate. to thee. 


"Sa C Eternal 


——_— 


(38 ) 
Fcernal, as thy own Almighty Verſe; 
| Should, bejthoſq; Tropbies that, adarn thy;Hearſe, 

The Thought Illuftrious, and the Fancy Young ; 
The Wit Sublime, the Fudgmeitt Fine, "and bro 
Soft, as thy Notes t6 Sachariſſa ſong.” | 
Whilſt mine, like Tranſi itory Flowers, decay, : 

That come to deck thy Tomb a ſhore-lived Day.” 
Such Tributes are, like Tenures, only be: 7206+ ot 


To ſhew from whom we hold our Righr to. Wit. 


*% #% >. TH 
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Hail, wondrous Bard, whoſe Heay n-born Genji firſt 
My Infant Muſe, and Bloomihg Far ancy Nurſt. 
With thy ſoft Food of Lowe I firſt began, 
Then fed on nobler Panegyrick Strain, 
Numbers Seraphit! and, at every View, 
My Soul extended, and much larger grew : 
Where e're TI Read, new Reptures ſeiz'd EY Blood; 
Methought I heard the Linguage of 4 God, © 


Long - 


(. 19.) 


Producing hothing that was Great and Gay, 

Till taughr, by thee, the true Poetick way. 

Rough were the TraGs before, Dull, and Obſcure ; 
Nor Pleaſure, nor Inftruion could procure. 

Their thoughtleſs Labour could no Paſſzon move; 
Sure, in that Age, the Poets knew not Love : 

That Charming God, like Apparitions, then 

Was only talk'd on, but nere feen by Men: 
Darkneſs was o're the Muſes Land diſplaid, 

And even the Choſen Tribe anguided ſtraid. 

Till, by thee reſcu'd from th'Egyptian Night, 


* Long/did the'unton'd World ib Ignicance iray,, : 


They now look up, and view the God of Light, 
That taught them how to Lowe, and how to Write ; 
And to Enhance the Bleſſing which Heav'n lent, 
When for our great Inftrufor thou wert ſent. 


C 3 Large 
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('20 ) 
Large was thy Life, but yet thy Clories more ; 
And, like the Sun, | did ſill.diſpenſe thy | Poxyes,, - 7 þ 
Producing ſomthing wondrous every hoe 4 -.. ; | 
And, in thy* Circulary Caxrſe,» didſt ſet Slog 1; 
The'very Life and Death of Poetry, 

Thou ſaw'ft the Generous Nine negleRted lie, 

None liſtning to their Heav nly Harmony ;' 161 
The VVorld being grown to that' low Ebb of Senſe, 
To diſcſteem the nobleſt Excellence ; T2 
And no Fccouragement to Prophets, ſhewn, 
Who in paſt Ages got ſo great Renown. 
Though Fortune Elevated thee above: 

Ies ſcanty Gratitude, or fickle Love ; 

Yet, ſullex with che VVorld; untir'd by Age, 


« Scorning th'unthinking Crowd, thou quiclt-the Stage: | 


A. Bea. 


On 


(:21)) 


OCO—GSyp roo or rr os ro we 


On the Death of Mr. VValler. 
*+*H8 ne're {5 Baſe, or never ſo Sublime, 


All Hwnan things mult be the Spoil of Time: 
Poet and Heroe with the reft muſt go; 


Their Fame may mount, their Du/# maſt lie as low. 


Thus mighty Waller is, at laſt, expir'd, 
VVith Cowley, from a vitious Age'retir'd, 
As much Lamented, and as much Admird. 

Long we enjoy him; on his tuneful Tongue 

All Ears and Hearts with the ſame Rapture hung, . 
As his on lovely Cbloris while ſhe Sung ! | 
His Style does fo much Strength and Sweetneſs bear, 


Hear it but oncez, and'youd for ever hear ! 


Various his S#bjeFs, yet they joyntly warm; 
All. Spirit, Life, and every Line a Charm: 
Corres: 


(122) 
Correct throughout, ſo exquiſitely penn'd, 
VVhat! he pad Fpiſhd nothing elſe could mend. 


_ _Nowin vſoft Notes, like dying Swans, h'ed Sing, 
Now tow'r aloft, like Exg/es-on' the Wing ; 

Speak of a1lveatrous Deeds in ſuch a Scrain, 

As all. but alter: would attempt: in vain 5: 

And only there, 'where his rapt Muſe does tell 

How in th'/Etherial War th' Apoſftate Angels tell. 


His Labours, thus, peculiar Glory claim, 
As writ wich ſomthing more than Mortal Flame : 
VVit, Judgment, Fancy, and a Heat Divine, 
Throughout each part, throughout the whole does ſhine : 
TheExpreſlion clear, the Thought ſublime, and high, 
No flut ring, but with even wing he glides along the Skie, 

Here the two bold contending Fleets are found, 
The mighty Rivals of the watery Round ;. . | _ 
| In 


(23 ) | 
In Smoak and Flame inyoly'd; they-could not Fight 
VVich ſo much Force and!Fice as;be does Write. . 
Here Galates mourns; In ſuch ſad-Strains' 
Poor Philomel her wretched Fate complains, 
Here Fletcher and Immortal Jobxfon ſhine; 
Deathleſs, preſerv'd in his Immortal:Line- 
But where,-O mighty:Bard; where is that Hey, 4. 
Surviving now, to do'the ſame'for Thee? _ ; 
At ſuch a Thea my conſcious Myſe retires, 
Unable to attempt thy Praiſe, ſhe ſilently admires. - 


VVhether for, Peaceful. Charles, or Warlike James, uy 

o, the Muſes deareſt Theams: 

VVhether of Lowes Succeſs, when i in the Eyes - 

Of the kind Nymph the conſcious Glances riſe, | + 
t 


When, bluſhing, ſhe bonds ſhort, and wich conſtrain 
denies; 


Whether he paint the Lovers reſHeſs Care, | 
Or ;Sarkerifſe, the diſdaitiful' Fair; | 


His Lyre was Strung 


(Re - 


| (44) 

( Relentleſs Sachariſſs, Deaf to Love, - 
The only She his Verſe-could' never move; 
Bu ſure ſhe ſtopt her Ears, 'and ſhut her Eyes, 
He could notelfe have-mifed the Heay'nly. Prize. ) 
All this is manag d with that Serength 'of Wit, 
So Happily, So :Smoothly, County writ, 
As nothing but himſelf could &'re have done 3; 


And we no more muſt hope now he ( a7 King of 
Vaſe) is gone. 


Nor did 01d Age damp the Poetick tas, 
Loaded with Foxrſcore Years, 'twas ſtill the ſame. 
Some we may ſee, who in their Youth have wrir 
Good Senſe, at Fifty take their leave of Wit, 
Chimera's and i neongroous Fables feign, 

Tedious, Inſiy Tod,  Tmpudent, and Vain : 
But he knew. no Decay ; the Sacred Fe, 
Brighe to the laſt, did with himſelf expire. 


Such 
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Such was the Man, whoſe L ols we now deplore, 
Such was the Mar, but we - ſhould call him more. 
Immortal in himſelf, we need not ſtrive 
To keep his Sacred Memory alive. 

Juſt, Loyal, Brave, Obliging, Gen'rons, Kind ; 
Fhe Engliſh he has, to the height refin'd, 
And the beſt Seandard of it leaves( his Legacy ) —_ 
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To Mr. Riley, 
m—_ Ar. V Valler s Pitture. 


| N OT Feſ and Blood can Riley's $ Pride confine; 
Lcd uſt be adding till ome Ray Nivine z 
Nor is content when he true I ikeneſs ſhows, 
Unleſs that Glory alſo Crown the Brows. &..4', + 
This Subjeqt,.. Riley, this. ( for long has _ | ad, 
Scow rd the bright Roads of [Immortality ) 6.8 
New Rapture wants : no human Tonth can roned 
His Lawrels, and Poetick Triumphs pitch. F 
On Face-and Onrt-ſide {tay thy bold Deſign; * 
Tis Sacred, 'tis Apollo's all within. 
Thou may'ſt light Sketches of the Surface ſhew, 


Not vex the Mine, whence God-like Treaſures flow. 


Y \. | Came 
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Came twenty Nywphs, bis Muſe contented all, 


None went away without her Golden Ball; 
The Gods of old were not (o liberal, 

How many, free from Fate, enjoy his Song, 

Drink Near, ever Gay, and ever Young ? 

Thd to thy Genius no Attempt is vain, . 

Think not to draw the Poet, but the Man. 


Yet, Riley, thus thou endleſs Fame muſt ſhare ; 
His Generous Pen thy Pencil ſhall prefer, ; 


It draw him Man, and he make it a Star. 


